Faraam: It was hard to know where does one go these days, or maybe it was just easy enough to loose your wits about your surroundings. Being alert is one thing, but keeping track of paths is another, maybe it's just something that happens so often in Termina. Foreigner thing most likely, nothing to give much thought about. Or maybe it was indeed a calling to invest in a map of the region, or at least be more mindful in his travels. He could argue that the uncertainty called for the adventure, and that the unknown called for the thrill. What a thrill. The darkness and silence of the night. But this was not the night, it was early afternoon. 
In a strange, yet familiar woods. It was no time to sleep, it was mostly time to cook something. He had been lucky this time, actually being rewarded with food after helping a farmer drive off some pesky pests away from their valuable crops. He'd gotten fresh vegetables, some meat, herbs he picked up will serve as seasoning and on an old yet trusty pan there were sizzling potatoes with strips of beef, some carrots absorbing the goodness of a light cider into its taste. He felt far enough from civilization to give himself a break, and cool off from the not so cold surroundings. Hood off, and a strange bird beak themed helm aside, curly brown locks hanged from his sides and a straight smooth cape of long hair on his back. It was indeed relieving to let at least his head cool off for a moment, specially with so much hair, fairly warm days could be hard to bear.

Lixue: The warmness of spring was here; not that she favoured it over winter, for the snowy days and pristine landscapes of white would always have a place in her heart. Her home in Snowhead, though so far away now, came to visit her for a few months every year... With all the greenery, she was already missing the white. It would be back soon enough- now the season would be well enough to dig up clay by the river banks, to store wet bricks to later make into pottery. That appeared to be her task now; garbed in lighter layers of clothing and a white veil hung off her hat to hide her face, in her hand a wooden bucket and a spade inside of that. 
The path she took was a familiar one; past the gnarled root covered rock, then from there to a tree which had fallen long ago, suspended just above her head by its neighbors. After that the path to the river was only a few yards away, usually snowed over in the winter and dreadfully difficult to get to. It was hard to dig clay in the winter anyway...
The sound of something sizzling reached her ears on the faint spring breeze, tucked away in the foliage by the path she took. Curious, she first touched the fan resting in her sleeve; then went to investigate. What she expected was what she found; a cooking fire hosting a pan filled with ingredients, and an individual cooking at it. She observed him for a long moment in silence; unafraid of being seen if it were someone unfamiliar, which knowing her it likely was for she was no social butterfly, but something about him seemed... Familiar.

Faraam: The smell was good, not out of the world, but it made anyone long for it to be ready anytime soon. The smoke from it made it a little too hot, even hood down, the wizzrobe's brows sweated a bit, wiping it aways with, well, his leather armoured forearm. Maybe he ought to take them off for now, at least the right one, and keep the left one with platings if he needed to defend himself but indeed the roughness of the leather was a bother for him. Stirring the cooking with a wooden spoon he smiled to himself, it'd be ready soon. He'd have reached for a plate but in the wilds there was no point in such formalities. For him it was just best to eat right off the pan, no matter what anyone thought about it. But indeed, he wouldn't want to choke on his food, so he reached to his bag beside looking for his water skin.
It was the idea, until he noticed someone or something nearby, scanning around calmly until he caught sight of them. Unlike her, he was quick to recognize someone, or maybe she didn't because his face was free for anyone to see this time. He did not alarm himself, not much anyway. He knew her and... well they were wizzrobes... heck this was a big deal in their culture. "-Lixue... Hey...-" well, what else was there, instead just be friendly. Knowing her she'd most likely just go away like it wasn't her business or approach and greet out of politeness and... be on her way? What harm was there in the end?

Lixue: That voice... The face did not match, but now she knew why his clothing seemed familiar.
"Hello, Faraam." She greeted in her usual airy tone. It took all her strength not to shoot back a saucy 'hey' to match his informality. As if keeping in mind his modesty, as he obviously had no expected to meet anyone else around here, she averted her gaze to the blooming greenery of the forest. It was a beautiful day out, though they were soon due for spring time showers. She looked forward to as much, it would help her garden take a flying leap into production. 
"I had not thought I would see you again, especially not back in this forest. Are you lost again?" She inquired idly, resting her weigh from one foot to the other. If he were lost and in need of help, she could help him... But only because she did not want to house him in her storehouse once again.

Faraam: Indeed she was not surprised by his choice of letting his face exposed, which was good not to deal with cultural scandal. Stirring up his cooking on the pan with the spoon, he took in a deep breath and enjoyed the smell, chuckling at her question. Partially yes? Or rather... "-Well... I'm afraid yes. At least now I know I'm around Termina-" at least this time he wasn't as oblivious as not knowing his beloved kingdom was in some other place, but his call to service did not stay within one place after all. "-It's alright anyway, if you're around that means civilization is close... I'll consider doing some markings on the trees as not to lose my way again... Oh, have you had lunch already? I think I made a little too much food for one... or rather I have short apettite. What do you say? Care to join me?-" well, he did have a bowl, she could use that... and he could just do right off the pan as originally intended, guess this would be the only reason to have that bowl anyway.

Lixue: He made no rush nor move to cover his face, which she regarded with a twitch of the eyebrows. So he stayed indecent for Wizzrobe standards, it was no business of her's. She was not forced to look at him, after all, and even through her veil his face was well enough foggy. If she were to be a renegade Wizzrobe, perhaps he was as well; formalities and the tidbits of their unique culture meant little to the wandering knight. So be it.
Accepting his invitation with a nod, she set her bucket down & perched herself on a fallen log by his small fire- it'd dampen the back of her skirts, but she'd be knee deep in water and mud anyway so there was little shame in it. "For such a traveler, you do seem to get lost quite often..." She teased with a shake of her head. Perhaps it was not quite accidental. 
"I would not mind joining you for lunch, so long as you do not think too much of it."

Faraam: "-Hmmm... I frequently travel around Hyrule more than Termina, but it is indeed weird how I end up here-" he commented, almost ready with food. Reaching for the bowl in his supplies, he pulled out a second spoon as well, then began serving carefully. Good chunky steaks with vegetables in apple sauce, simple but good. It hopefully would be good enough for this lady. "-I honestly don't know what else I'd think about it. It's just lunch. All I hope is that it's good enough-" he said, extending the bowl to her, stirring the ingredients in his pan with his own spoon. "-What's in that bucket?-"

Lixue: Termina was a dangerous place for those not accustomed to traveling its diverse landscape. The forests, especially, often threw people off & left them disoriented. She'd be more surprised if he didn't turn up lost every once and a while. 
"Hm. You'd think of me as picky?" She accepted the bowl offered to her with a petite laugh. She had been picky before, now... Less so. Much less so. Perhaps she still gave off the air of a wealthy lady. "Forgive me for saying, but I am more impressed of a man of does his own cooking." She'd not mean it as an insult, and shut herself up with a spoonful of the meal, but as someone who was raised in such an environment where women did the cooking and men did work- it was still an impressive concept to her.
"Nothing at the moment, I'm afraid, I just set out." Of course it would interest him, "But hopefully by day's end it'll be full of clay. I'm a potter, and the river near by has very nice deposits during the springtime."

Faraam: "-Maybe, I don't know, but I'm not judging you-" he did not really mean it badly, he simply did not consider his cooking to be the best in the kingdom, other than just being simple recipes to taste acceptable and give enough nutrition. Basically food for a soldier, nothing more, nothing else. True, he had been experimenting lately but nothing big, and still tasted more like simple things to him. Maybe the cider would change that. 
"-Months in the field can be harsh and food scarce, cooking is an essential. 'Learn to manage and do with what you can, it's what I was always told'... And even so, a grown up should know these things anyway-" survival training was a walk in the park for him, in his younger years, the jungle itself was a survival test, and his childhood an adventure. A little wandering was no problem, and cooking was certainly key to his survival now he was a grown up. Enough words, dig on it  before it gets cold... Well it was certainly better than his previous attempt, at least had some more taste than just bland meat with salt and herbs.
Well, it was obviously a surprise to hear what her activity was, as he had not caught glimpse of it last time he slept in the storage. Nothing of blame though, he was just impressed. "-Hmm, I certainly don't have anything planned for the day... How about after this I help you gather the clay you need?-"

Lixue: She was used to bland foods by now- as long as it was not dubious in nature she would be willing to try it. Whether or not she finished it... Another matter entirely. What he had made was not so terrible, so she ate politely while he spoke. 
"Hah, you'd put the men of my village to shame." Too many of them lived comfortably with the food prepared by their pretty wives or meek servants, with no real war or strife to urge them to fend for themselves once in a while. ...Liu hadn't been the sort, which surprised her- he enjoyed experimenting with herbs in cooking. It'd been a good thing for her, since at the start of their marriage she couldn't cook to save her life.
His offer surprised her- black brows raised in a considering expression. "If you can discern clay from mud I see no reason to decline." Maybe having help would be nice. She was after all a particularly frail woman.

Faraam: He made quick work of his food himself, wondering if that was a thing among all the men not only in her village but maybe Termina as well. He knew he and his comrades could cook, and they had to be taught somewhere so he assumed everyone knew how to do these kind of things... or more likely, willing to do, must be it. "-Hmmm, maybe they just need a little push to do do it themselves-" but what did he know?
"-Ah... Well, no, but I'm a quick learner. If you show me, I'll do without problems-" he did not know much about materials outside of metals for blacksmithing, taking care of his sword and such. Indeed he couldn't differentiate clay, but he wouldn't turn back anyway.

Lixue: He was probably right- they had no need to learn so they didn't, & left the cooking to the women and their servants. A push like war or fighting would certainly change things... But it was of no use for her to have any concern for them. 
"Hah, it'd be simple to." She stated with a nod. Real skill in being a potter took time and practice, but... Finding clay was child's play. In fact- she had played on the icy banks of the river by her home and found clay there. She handed the bowl & spoon back to him. "Thank you for the meal- if you'd like we can clean those in the river. Two birds with one stone, hm?"

Faraam: Taking the bowl and spoon, he wrapped the utensils back into pack, planning to wash them later. Her idea was right, nodding to her as she suggested it. "-Sounds like a good plan-" yeah, if they were going to the river nearby why he hadnt thought of that? Guess he was being a little distracted.
"-Let's get going then. Lead away, lady-" he picked up his stuff, putting his helmet back on and fixing his hood back up. The good sword on his back once again and the rest on his handy side bag. "-I'm curious, how did you come to work as a potter?-"

Lixue: She stood, taking up her bucket from where she had left it & making her way back to the path. It was not far, and after just a few moments of walking the bubbling water could be heard.
"Hmm. When I was young I was a deviant child. I did not like being around others. A man in my village worked as a potter, and I- against my parent's wishes- stood as an apprentice under him." The girls her age in the village bloomed vilely from friendly, stick together Wizzrobes to jealous creatures. She'd been too pretty for them at one point, too distracting next to them when they were at the age to be noticed by suitors. It no longer bothered her. "Pottery is an art, but also incredibly useful."
The town had had no potter before her, but now that they had one she found she had a lucrative business. The river was just around the bend- her path leading to the point where it was most shallow across, where sediments had gathered along the shore and floor of the river. It was undoubtedly cold this time of year, but she personally had no problem with the chill.

Faraam: "-Hmmm... Well it's an interesting profession. You were quite the rebel huh?-" he said half teasingly, but like he was one to talk. That one child who showed no interest at all for magic but instead chose the sword. Really, he was a role model of the male wizzrobe. Yes, maybe he was a deviant child too again, to this day he could barely remember one or two of the chants he was taught when a kind, and even then he never showed interest in them. "-It is a fine one, indeed. An interesting choice, I hope to see one of your pieces later-" it wouldn't be bad to take a moment to look at some designs or pass the time on them. He was in no hurry for now anyway, and the sudden topic of pottery reminded him of weird stories about people breaking them hoping to find money. Maybe she wouldn't like it, so he just kept silent on it.

Lixue: She laughed- yes, quite the rebel! An artist instead of a home maker... One with strange mind powers atop that. Wizzrobes were prone to magic- but she too had deviated to train with a sword like he, though she no longer used it in the same way.
"I have no problem with that, so long as you don't get any ideas and break them." That was why pottery was in high demand after all... But they were better broken after she had sold them, thank you. 
She removed her hat- bunching the veil onto the brim & placing it on a dry rock not far from the shore. It was too troublesome to keep the thing on while digging- and Faraam seemed to have little discomfort with showing his face, she would not care to show her's. "I wouldn't have thought of you as someone who appreciated such things anyway, but this will not be the first time you've surprised me." She drawled casually, making her way to the shore to crouch and prod at the damp ground.

Faraam: "-... I honestly don't know what gave you the idea I would. That sounds like complete madness-" he chuckled, aaah did she read minds? Oh wish she did not read minds hopefully, he did not know of magic to read minds.
In a lifetime of battles and adventures it was only natural to admire the peculiar and interesting things life would offer from time to time. "-It's a change but I think it's fine, just slowing down and relax a bit to enjoy little things-" he pulled out his sword and left it laying down on the rock beside her hat, then making his way beside her trying not to slip and fall. "-So, a quick lesson. Clay from mud... How to tell them?-" hopefully it'd be as easy as differentiating colors.

Lixue: She flashed him a haughty expression- one brow raised slightly. He certainly had been thinking it, and she need not have mind reading powers to know. Everyone thought that. She could not blame them, the shattering of a ceramic vase was just as satisfying as watching clay take form on a wheel.
"Here," She scooped a handful of light sediment; rolling it in her palms to form a ball. "It is slightly lighter in colour, but that lightness has to go all of the way through where you are digging, or you are just digging up mud with a thin layer of clay on top." She directed, "It is much stickier than mud is, and holds it shape when you roll it." She offered the rolled ball to the knight, for him to feel for himself, then stood and waded into the shallow water. 
"You'll be able to add pottering to your skill set soon enough, dear Faraam." Her remark was more joking than anything- she would like to think it was a deal harder to learn her profession.

Faraam: Taking the ball of clay on his gloved hands, he toyed with it as he tried to get its feel, only to realize his leather protections just made it harder. Putting the ball in the bucket, he removed his gloves quickly, pulling them from underneath the armguards and tossing them next to the sword. So this is how it felt... okay it'd certainly be easier to tell it apart from mud. Following her to the shallow banks of the river, he was careful not to slip.
"-I'll be sure to practice every now and then-" he added with a chuckle. It definetly wouldn't be as easy as simply learning to differentiate clay from mud, but the interesting faith in his not latent and definetly unexplored skills helped. Digging through the mud to get the feel of clay... well... it'd take him a little while the first time, hopefully not much. He didnt want to mess it up with her.

Lixue: Rolling up her sleeves, she laughed at his statement. "Well, I've been told before that swordsmen have deft hands, so you may need not worry.." She joked in turn; bending to scoop a handful of clay from the river bed. Sometimes your taught a swordsman how to work with clay, sometimes your swordsman was made of clay. Life sure could be funny like that.
"I just hope to fill this bucket, it'll make at least two bricks of clay... Which is good enough for two firings." Doing this for a few years she had developed routine, alll in a precise science... Sort of. She certainly was not depending on Faraam to split her work with her, as with a trained eye she could dig twice as much as he did fairly quickly.
"Ah, and do be careful. The water is cold and if you slip... It won't be fun. This part of the river is shallow but further down the current picks up and it gets rather nasty."

Faraam: Yeah, it'd take him a while to get to the prized clay under the thick, big layers of mud that he just chose to dig through. You could call this newbie mistakes, but the little progress helped not lose hope in doing it well. Of course she'd collect more than him, but he'd not give up anyway, he'd at least keep on going to dig out a decent amount all by himself. "-Swords and shields are certainly my thing. Whoever said clay would be the greatest challenge I'd  ever see?-"
"-It's kind of a hot day though... I dunno, maybe a little dive wouldn't be so bad-" yes all his clothes getting wet wouldn't be good but... well, it indeed was a hot day

Lixue: She laughed at his statement- something was so very amusing about an obviously experienced traveler admitting to the challenge of something he'd never done before. He knew his limits, so she thought. 
"Hah, if you want to jump in you may go right ahead and do so." Swimming was not her strong suit, especially with her multiple layers of skirts & sleeves. In the mountains there had been little need to swim; the nearest creek had always been shallow and frozen through. Either way- the day was growing warmer, digging was hard work & more so work he hadn't been expecting to do, she could forgive him for slacking. "Do take care not to drown, I am no life guard." She teased.

Faraam: "-I think I'll handle it for now... But definetly later-" It's not like he meant to slack, it was more just a thought. A wanderer does not have many spare clothes and he'd have a hard time finding something to wear later... And it's not like he could take off his clothes with her around, that'd be the main reason actually. 
It's not like he was the champion digger but, it seems he got a fair amount by now, even though she got most of it. "-Do you come here every day? I imagine winter's a problem, the snow musnt make it easier to do this-" he admired her commitment to her work, coming here to gather materials on her own to the point her proficiency was amazing at this point, and just what pieces would she have made until now and how many. It was certainly interesting to see her at work.

Lixue: She lifted her brows momentarily in amusement- figuring the case was that he would take time to dry off. She didn't note any sort of bag or pack on him...
"Oh goodness no, never in the winter." She shook her head, a pout forming on her lips. "I could bear the cold, but I would be here for hours trying to pry up whatever I could from the river bed. There is another stream further east, during the spring & summer & fall if I really need to, I alternate between those." Going to either every day would be redundant- it was best to wait until more sediment built up.
"I like to dig up as much as I can, to fill a few shelves in the storehouse with bricks and then work from there with what I have." The routine made her life easier in quite a few ways. "In the spring I spent a lot of time selling pottery rather than making it, and work in the garden instead of making while I rebuild my stocks."

Faraam: So she stocked up plenty for the harsh seasons though wouldn't that reduce the quality of the clay? Well, either way he did not know anything about clay. To say JUST today did he learn how to properly dig it out  from the banks of the river. 
"-It's interesting how you plan out everything, and also how you manage because this is definetly harder than what it looks-" well they seemed to be getting a decent amount, still, didnt change the fact she had probably tripled his amount by know, he did not know, he tried to just focus on gathering. So focused, he did not noticed where his supporting hand was, wet or loose or whatever, it seemed like this part of the bank was a little too slippery. 
With a yelp of surprise, his hand slid off and as he tried to scramble before falling face first, he actually ended up going head first into the river, or at least his upper half. Clutching the loose mud to bury his hand before the current dragged him away, pulling himself back as he removed the hood and the helmet from his head, wet locks hanging over his face. "-Well... that was unexpected...-" and embarrassing. Overall embarrasing.

Lixue: "Mmm. Doing this is my only source of income, and while I can be self sufficiant in many things, there there are things only rupees can get for me-" She cut herself off as he slid, and splashed into the water; brows raised now in stunned shock.
It was cruel of her to laugh- but she did so unabashedly.  It was not like he was any immediate danger of getting swept along the river after all. 
"Unexpected indeed!" She lifted her skirt with one hand, making her way over to him in the shallow current. ( It was easier to see now that she was, in fact, not wearing shoes- which she would be willing to bet was the reason he slipped and fell in the first place! ) "Are you alright?" She offered him a hand to help him to his feet, amusement showing starkly on her features. That mask and a river seemed like a deadly combination, do doubt it got his blood pumping.

Faraam: Washing off the mud from his hands, he let out a sigh as he carefully tossed his helm in the general direction of all their other items. He caught a glimpse of her bare feet, yes maybe his leather footwear wasn't exceptionally good for wet ground. Taking her hand, he slowly stood up not to trip, looking down onto his tunic covered in mud. "-I'm alright... Thanks, haha-" he could just chuckle at the turn out of events. Well he'd have to wash it off later. 
"-Tripping into a river is considered a novice mistake?-" he asked jokingly, undoing his guards and the cynch cloth cover on his torax and taking off his tunic, relying now on his leather tunic and black undershirt to remain dressed. Truth be told, it was more fresh this way, specially in this hot weather, but... he felt kind of naked, more than the lack of clothes, for taking off most of his garments... in front of a lady. It was necessary but... was it really?

Lixue: Well... This situation certainly got more interesting. Her laughter & smile faded as he stripped his overcoat- feeling the same sort of embarrassment he was' though she put up a facade of innocence. For two Wizzrobes to be face to face was already awkward enough... 
She cleared her throat. "Oh yes, a novice mistake." she affirmed with a nod, "but not a serious one by any means." hurriedly, she turned away from him to assess the clay filled bucket. "You are not so terrible at digging, Faraam, though I suppose we'd have to see whether or not you'd make a good potter." 
"You said earlier you'd like to see some of my work, it would not be terribly forward of me to invite you back to my home would it?" Well, he was the one shedding layers... Couldn't really get any more forward than that.

Faraam: "-So long as there's no risk of slip, it seems I can do fine-" he jested, indeed the awkward in the air could be cut with a knife and served on bread for an embarrasing snack. Coughing up lightly to break the strange tension, he chuckled. "-Well, I did say so... It'd be interesting, I gladly accept, indeed.-" oh what a simple accident in an almost fool safe activity as digging clay could do. Yes maybe it could only happen to him he thought. "-Hmmm.... if... you'd prefer I could carry the bucket for you?-" he offered gently to hopefully change the mood into a lighter experience.

Lixue: "Ho- I can handle it, thank you. I would not want you falling over again and losing it." She teased with another of her petite laughs. She was not so weak to have to pawn off all her work, after all... 
Making her way back to their conjoined pile of belongings she donned her hat; the long veil pulled at the front to rest on the brim. There was no point in hiding behind it anymore, was there? Besides if it got muddied she would feel cross. "Besides, you have to lug that big sword around. Don't you ever grow tired?" He had mentioned before its sentimental value- something that stayed with her about the swordsman since their first meeting.

Faraam: "-Lady, this knight does not trip two times in a row, you should know-" he sighed tom himself, chuckling at the fact he failed to dig the embarrassment but she managed to lighten it up a bit. Picking up his equipment, he put on his guards as the hoilster of his blade was attached to it, putting it back on and being ready to go. He couldn't simply drag the greatsword all over, it'd be rude and exhausting.
"-When you've done it for so long, it's almost natural. Besides, I've said before, this sword is too important for me; it's enough to keep me carrying it to wherever I need to go-" he commented. If he let go, it'd be like discarding his comrades' memory. He held a grand sentimental value to this sword, his mentor and his friends, and he couldn't cast it away.

Lixue: "Oh, does he now? I will certainly remember that in the future." She flashed a bemused smile, before rolling her gaze away as he donned his gear once more. If there were more opportunities to tease him in the future she would certainly take them.
Making her way towards the path they'd taken previously, she could only nod at his sentiment. A sword like that was a heavy thing to carry around, but perhaps in all his years traveling he was accustomed to its weight. That was impressive if anything, to a woman who lifted mostly with her mind. "Mmm, of course. I am glad to hear your story hasn't changed from last time." She said with another quieter laugh.(edited)

Faraam: Just what would she remember it for beat him, hopefully it wouldn't include more embarrassing moments like this one. "-Heh, what's that supposed to mean?-" he chuckled, yeah, better make sure from this very moment.
"-Hmmm it's not like it's ever changing-" he said, probably oblivious to whatever she meant, some confusion indeed showing on his face. "-I can tell a bunch of stories with this sword, from other times and some of my own... Have you ever been to Hyrule? Now that I think of it?-" she definetly did not seem like the type who'd leave her familiar woods and this strange land called Termina with as much variety as his homeland yet incredibly familiar at the same time, despite getting lost so easily.

Lixue: Aw, she'd confused the poor thing. With a twitch of her eyebrow, she shrugged and looked away dismissively. Her taunting was unimportant, anyway. Why try to act hostile and scare him away? Not that... It seemed likely she'd be able to do that now.
"I have not." She answered simply, "I have only ever traveled from Snowpeak to the coast here, and obviously... I have not yet left." There was no reason to. If things had not happened as they had, she may not have ever left Snowpeak. What a terrible, no good thought... "There's been no reason to, though; I hear some of my wares have made it to Hyrule." It was little consolation, but the publicity was somewhat nice. 
"You will have to indulge me with some stories, sometime. As introverted as I am; I do love a good adventure... Just none of my own."

Faraam: "-It's a vast world out there, big and beautiful. You'd be surprised of the things you'd see further from these woods-" for a wanderer of course. She may have her reasons to avoid the outside world, even if she did not bother to explain and he could barely comprehend.
"-Hmm I could keep you entertained for quite a while, then. Heh, before this blade and even today, I've seen so much and I keep learning-" he eagerly spoke as he recalled his travel memories, mostly battles to defend innocent people, scouting trips during his days as a squire, and even now, the crazy fights against fiends of dark and the mystic trips with the goddess. He did not know if she meant she wanted to hear them now, or eventually further in the future. Maybe she was being dismissive but he just chose to ramble a bit, but put a brake to considerate her thoughts. "-Yes, there's much I can tell you, if you wish to hear-" yes, a polite offer makes things easier.

Lixue: she considered the proposition while unlatching the gate leading to her property & taking a step inside; holding the door for him to also step inside before latching it once more. "Being able to travel certainly sounds wonderful." she said with a nod. She considered herself much too frail to travel long distances... But perhaps with her psychic abilities she would be a little less a risk. 
"I would love to hear of your adventures if you have the time to recall them." maybe having someone to talk to would make her work pass easily, she thought and, with a gesture for him to follow, made her way to the building just past her store house. "Or, that is, if I am not keeping you from other duties."(edited)

Faraam: "-Hmmm I certainly had nothing planned exactly... I'd love to make the time-" he replied with a chuckle, the ambient sure seemed far more warm and easy with the change of subject. Aaah, well. "-Well, let's see... Ah, well this was kind of recent. I ran into a cleric from a remote village in southern hyrule, deep within the woods. They had been accursed, turning the inhabitants into wolfos like monsters, and the man fled in order to seek help from the outside...-" he'd make it brief, recalling the events of his incursion into Farngrove with a few Resistance members, fighting their way into the village and suddenly against a powerful phantom, of strenght and speed never seen before and their fierce fight for survival. In the end, the only people rescued were a child who seemed to be the unknowing recipient of the darkness and a man who barred himself inside his house during the madness. "-It's somewhat sad... I wish we had made it in time for the others... But the child is fine now, and is free from the dark influence. It'll be hard but, I hope he grows up into a great man one day. Every life is precious, if not all, at least is good they live.-"

Lixue: She listened with an interested ear, upturning the freshly dug clay into a trough of water that sat between the storehouse & her work house. It would have to be sifted later to make it fine, but that was much more tedious work than she was willing to do right now. After it was sifted it would be fine to press into bricks and leave it her storehouse until she needed it... All which she thought out in her head while he spoke.
"...Better few than none at all, that is optimistic thinking." She said with a dainty nod. It was too heroic a thinking pattern for her, who never thought to save anyone than her own hide... Perhaps that was not true, she corrected herself, thinking back to last fall when she had saved a poor fox from a butcher's knife and another Keaton pelt out for sale on the black market. "You are certainly a precious heart, Faraam, saving people where you can." If only she were not so selfish.

Faraam: He'd help her around with little things she might need to make her work process faster and smoother. H felt a little flustered at her commentary, it seemed strange for her to say that but he answered with a sheepish smile as he giggle softly. "-It's my duty. I became a knight to aid whoever needed me, whenever they needed it. I barely made it out alive, needless to say for one of our companion... I'm just glad we made it through and saved someone. I must become stronger to be a better aid-" still a novice knight by the time crisis struck the world around them, he aspired to repay his master and his comrades for their kindness, but for that, he needed to gain strength. 
"-Well... another one? Or should I save some for another day?-" while he had plenty, he did not wish to tire her, nor run out of content for later on. In any case, he'd like to listen to more of her life, what made her come her aside of selling pottery? Such journeys have strong reasons, he can testify that, but he'd be respectful of her privacy.

Lixue: Wasn't his knightly spiel sweet... A precious heart indeed, she mulled with a nod.
"If you think you will not run out, I would be happy to hear another." She said with a half smile of her own, "I am not one to pry." Many times she kept a professional distance with those she met, never caring to hear their stories or share hers... Faraam, however, was too entertaining a person to turn down. Goodness what a feeling, to be interested in knowing someone.

Faraam: "-Haha, I think I still have plenty. Now let's see...-" it was odd, this was the first time he had talked about his travels. The following story was his encounter with a mysterious demoness being hunted by four goons, apparently poachers going after her horns, fighting 4vs2. "-... they spoke as if she had done something terrible by her merely existing. Two died, one was gravely injured and a last one unconscious... whatever's of them, they better rethink their life choices-"

Lixue: She regarded the story with brows raised. Dealing with Demons? Hah- he truly was the warm hearted. She had no reason to be wary of any Demon, but that was the common attitude towards them. They were hunted for existing anywhere but their home; she'd been bystander to discrimination against them in the market place before.
"Hah! I would be willing to bet they did, and so would any smart person who crosses you, hm?" She hummed with a laugh. He was so amiable she sometimes forgot... That sword on his back was not for show. "Come inside the workshop for a moment, You may tell me more while I check the kiln." She added with a wave of her hand to enter the small building. A kiln took up a corner of the room, but the rest was filled with shelves of pottery, finished and not, & cans of strange paints and brushes. It was a mess, but an organized, artistic mess for certain.
"Your travels bring you to odd people, don't they?"

Faraam: Following after he did, looking around the place for the promised looks at her work, laying around, finished and unfinished, it was the first time he took a moment to admire pottery. Before he'd just dismiss works of pottery as simple decorations, but her passion for her work radiated through them, and gave them a special something. "-This is pretty good work...-" he mumbled, almost to himself.
"-Eh? Ah yes... It's interesting, I moved from my home in the jungles to the heart of the kingdom, and even after these eight years, I'm finding surprises. Rito, Skyloftians, fairies. It's almost as if just now I've discovered a whole new world that was always there. Travelling is really worth it for reasons like this...-"

Lixue: She smiled at his remark of pretty good. As much as she produced, she never stuck around to get compliments on her work. She'd love what she did in silence, working to get her hands dirty and make strange vases & pots from clay. 
"Why, thank you." She hummed with a tilt of her head, moving to the corner of the workshop where her kiln was & checking the contents as he spoke. 
"It sounds worth your while, considering the stories you share..." The adventuring mantle suited him- but she didn't have to tell him that, he already knew. How similar they were, though so different at the same time. "Relocating is so difficult, isn't it? But drifting suits you so well, goodness I would be stressed to my mind's end..." Routine and stability were both ideas she took too much comfort in. Even her move from Snowhead to this village had been full of regrets and second thoughts and lots of frustrated tears. Thinking back on it, not her finest moments.

Faraam: She heard him? He kind of tried to admire in silence, that felt a little embarrassing honestly. Looking down, smiling sheepishly, he  let out a sight to himself, followed by a chuckle. He kept looking around the strange yet alluring works of art as she spoke, thinking of what she told him. Yes, the stories stuck with him, a new one everyday. To be honest, the drifting type did suit him, even back in the days of the knights, his company would be the one roaming Hyrule in search of trouble to fix.
"-Maybe a quick trip to some other place? Or... maybe I could bring you something nice from my travels... Souvenirs, with more stories-"

Lixue: His proposal caught her off guard, head snapping up from her bent over position to look at him. Had that been a sincere offer? She had to strain her memory to remember the last time someone did anything like that... It was sweet.
"Hah, well..." She straightened her self; letting out a petite cough as she dusted off a newly fired piece, "That certainly... Well, I did join you to Clocktown once, hm? I would be more than happy to be brought back stories. You needn't worry about much else." As it were the few times they had met were... coincidence, right? Speaking of- glancing at the window, she realized how late it had gotten.
"Have you any place to go, or would you risk the roads at night? You are free to the cot in my storehouse again, if you'd like." That offer seemed polite enough, considering he'd helped her with her chore for the day.

Faraam: "-So long as I can bring a bit of the outside world to you, I'll be happy-" yes, stories there'd be. It felt like something nice to do for her, he could not bring treasure but maybe little trinkets each with their own story. He did not realize himself how late it had become now. Her offer put a smile on his face, bowing lightly and nodding at her.
"-It'd be very appreciated... It'd certainly be better than the wild tonight-" he kind of joked. The storehouse was surprisingly comfortable if he had to say, sleeping under trees, on bushes or even just the grass was definitely different. His heavy clothes kept him warm but nothing like a good roof and some walls around him.

Lixue: She averted eye contact with him- busying herself with finding shelf space as it seemed, to put the new piece to later be painted & then fired again. He'd be happy to bring her things from far beyond her home? How sweet- just how was she supposed to react to that? Of course, not having a friend who cared for her in many years had made her somewhat socially awkward...
"How cute of you." She said the remark quietly, but with the two of them alone in the workship there was no doubt he heard, "Ahem, it is certainly not a problem... I know it is not much, but I have only one room in the main house..." And, not that he was a stranger or dubious in the least, she felt safer keeping him at a distance. As he said himself, it was better than being out in the wild unprotected. Her dwelling had that much to offer.
Dusting her hands off on her skirt, she made her way to the door and stopped to glance at him. "I can wake you for breakfast, if you'd like." She offered on a second thought.

Faraam: "-Hehe, don't worry about it... and many thanks-" he bowed his head gratefully. Yes, it had been fairly comfortable the first time, why wouldn't it be this time? Following after her, he seemed curious as she suddenly stopped at the door. Her offer struck as unusual, but a nice detail, immediately bringing a smile and a soft laugh to his expression. "-It... would be really nice... Hope it's not much trouble, though-" cooking in the wild is one thing, but he had not had a home made meal in forever by now. Or maybe was that an expression to just wake him up early? He just let himself go with the illusion. 
"-Your work is certainly amazing, by the way. I never regarded pottery so much until being this close to it, and your pieces are certainly impressive-" he said, taking one last glance at all the pieces around her workshop. He wondered what this quiet lifestyle would be like, it sounded monotonous but the quietness of the woods was certainly nice. Maybe it had its perks, but he had his own way.

Lixue: "It would be no trouble at all." A meal for a meal, and it wasn't like she got to cook for another person every day... He gave her no reason to be unkind.
"Hah! Thank you. How flattering." It never happened often when she was able to change someone's thoughts on something. Maybe opening the eyes of a knight to her art wasn't so bad. The compliments, definitely, weren't so bad. "I shall see you in the morning, then. Good night Faraam." She bid him a smile before turning and making her way along the path to the main house.

Faraam: Well, he'd be expectant of it now. It was a nice thought, hopefully it wouldn't keep him up all night.
Yesss maybe his comment seemed a little weird. Hopefully not. Her smile caught him off guard, returning it with one of his own. It was really odd... but beautiful feeling. "-Good night, sleep well Lixue...-"